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THE  CONPEMED 
Like  a child 
Strapped 

Into  a high  chair 
He  surges  into  nothingness 
Like  an  astronaut 
Gripping  the  arms  of  a chair 
That  rocks 

Like  a cradle  in  the  dark. 

E.G.ilahoney 


PAPPt/'S  ns  NEEPS  nfl'fSRI/.L!  FOR  INFORMATION,  SEE  THE  BACK  PAGE. 

A Day  of  Solitude  at  the  Beach 

As  I sit  here  on  the  summit  of  this  sun-kissed  boulder  watching  the 
ri^riad  waves  crash  into  self  destructive  reains  of  white  foam. 

As  I gaze  out  over  the  enconpassing  blanket,  watching  sea  gulls  swoop 
down  into  its  mighty,  greedy  crevices-yet  fly  away  to  a safer  perch 
on  the  rocks  below  me. 

As  I gaze  at  the  mellow  sun,  gently  weaving  its  patterns  of  light 
into  a cheerful  array  to  stir  the  pale,  colorless  sky  to  life. 

As  I sit  here-alone-watching  the  others  engaged  in  superficial 
dialogue-ny  hands,  cold,  yet  clinging  savagely  to  my  haunt  on  this 
great  expanse  of  rock;  ny  mind  and  heart  envision  you, 

I see  your  gentle  smile  and  feel  the  warmth  of  your  hands  warming 
ny  cold  fingers  and  awakening  new  life  into  me, 

I was  alone,  but  not  now. 

Thinking  of  you  has  warmed  me  as  brightly  as  the  glow  of  a fire- 
place in  the  chill  of  December, 

D.O , B, . 


Right  off  h9^  tucked  quietly  ax>ray  in  the  forest  is  a mudhole. 

Not  .lust  an  ordinary  mudhole,  but  a rmidhole  with  considerable  promise. 
You  see,  there's  been  a secret  contest  going  on  since  1961  to  see 
who  could  create  the  biggest,  messiest,  most  hazardous  mudhole  in 
the  world,  Many  men,  or  mudmakers  as  they're  called  in  closed  circles, 
have  tried  but  none  have  had  the  success  of  Mr.  Harold  Bentley.  This 
leading  mad -maker  has  enp.loyed  his  shrex^rd  geniixs  in  creating  the 
greatest  ra-ud-malcing  operation  in  the  world.  The  Harold  Bentley  Oper- 

( Continued  on  next  page  ) 
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ation  is  brilliant  and  should  be  greatly  admired.  He  first  needed  an 
ideal  area  in  which  to  work,  he  magnificidntly  chose  a low-lying  swamper 
area  with  very  poor  drainage*  He  then  needed  a vast  nuitiber  of  cheap 
labor.  So  he>  vtLth  our  taxes,  built  a college  where  the  students,  or 
rather  his  workers,  would  pay  him  just  to  cultivate  his  mud-hole*  He 
dictatorally  tells  them  they’re  happy  and  very  lucky  to  be  a part  of 
the  New  school*  I say  he's  right*  It's  best  to  stay  vrith  a x-jinner  and 
Harold  B entley  is  a winner.  His  3,000  workers  trudge,  sink,  swim, 
drive,  fall,  ruin  shoes,  clothes,  cars,  and  suffer  cold  and  wet  sen- 
sations for  their  beloved  furor,  Harold.  It‘s  the  sure  sip  of  a fine 
man  or  King  whos  subjects  will  do  arry thing  for  without  thinking, 

I will  say  right  now  that  Mr.  Harold  Bentley  will  win  the  mud- 
making contest,  but  only  because  of  his  3,000  dedicated  workers, 
Congradulati ons , 

Tom  Tulley 


Last  night  was  a true  New  England  winter 's  eve.  The  wind  rampaged, 
the  stars  weiv  briglit,  and  the  air  was  cutting  and  cold.  Being  a true 
New  Englander,  I did  not  feel  like  staying  in  a warm,  gas-heated, 
un'afiveirtnr'>Tis  home.  But,  rather,  I thirsted  for  the  feeling  of  the 
night,  the  foiling  that  I owned  the  world! 

I slung  iTty  ice  skates  ovor  inry  sliotildoi'  arrd  headed  out  into  the 
night, 

ily  home  is  in  the  country.  To  get  to  the  lake  I had  to  walk  down 
a snow  covered  path  thi'ongh  the  woods.  As  I v:alked  I felt  great  to 
be  alive!  Robert  Frost  must  have  passed  this  way  when  he  stopped  by 
the  woods  on  that  snowy  evening, 

I walked  on, 

'“Jhen  I arrived  at  the  lake,  I found  a wall  nearby  xdiere  I could 
sit  and  lace  skates.  Sitting  there  I felt  a feeling  very  strange. 

The  lake  seemed  different  from  before.  Something  flew  by  me  with 
furious  speed! 

Finally,  it,  the  feeling  , confronted  me.  There  were  no  romantics 
here.  No  idolists  of  Currier  & Ives,  Instead,  there  was  an  arnty’  be- 
fore me!  In  one  hand  they  held  their  weapons,  their  m-l5  rifles,  their 
sticks.  In  the  other  hand,  they  held  their  ammunition,  their  bullets, 
their  pucks.  They  shot  at  one  another,  they  clashed  with  one  another, 
they  even  shouted  war-like  phrases  at  one  another. 

They  xvere  men  possessed  by  the  devil!  They  spit  on  the  fallen 
snow,  they  dug  up  the  smooth  fine  ice  with  their  jagged-unstyled 
skating.  They  owned  ice.  They  would  not  let  me  near  it,  Tilhat  des- 

troyed me  the  most  was  that  I couldn 't  quench  the  thirst  I once  had. 

For  the  first  time,  I felt  a Jealousy  and  hatred  for  rt^  fellow  man. 

Another  puck  flew  past  m§,  just  missing  me,  I was  a target, 

I'Jhatever  lacing  I had  started,  I untied,  I slung  my  skates 
back  over  shoulder  and  walked  slowly  toward  the  direction  which  I 
had  come  from.  When  I reached  the  top  of  the  hill,  I turned,  and  looked 
down  upon  the  battles cene,  I wondered  if  Bobby  Orr  was  becoming  a 
realist  and  Robert  Frost  a mere  shadow  that  once  stalked  the  woods? 

Were  the  Currier  & Ives'  drawings  only  drawings?  Could  I ever  feel 
the  warmth  of  a cold  New  England  winters  eve? 

I turned  away,  weary,  tired,  to  begin  my  walk  back  home.  From 
far  below  I could  hear  the  cry  of  war,  "Goal, " 

Ann  Boover 
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I have  died 
in  Viet  Nam, 

But  I have  walked 
the  face  of  the  moon, 

I have  befouled  the  waters 
and  tainted  the  air  of  a 
magnificent  land.  But  I have 
made  it  safe  from  disease, 

I have  flora  through  the 
sky  faster  than  the  sun.  But  I 
have  idled  in  streets  made 
u';!^’’  with  traffic, 

I have  lit'''ered  the  land  with 
garbage.  But  I have  built  upon 
it  a hundred  million  homes. 

I ha-^j-G  di-'n.ded  schools  xd.th 
my  prejudice.  But  I have  sent 
armies  to  unite  them, 

I have  beat  down  iiy  enemies 
with  dubs.  But  I have  built 
courtrooms  to  keep  them  free, 

I have  built  a boiil)  to  destroy 
the  world.  But  I have  used  it 
to  light  a light, 

I have  outraged  my  brothers 
in  the  alleys  of  the  ghetto. 

But  T have  transplanted  a 
huioan  heart, 

I have  scribbled  out  filth  and 
pornography.  But  I have  elevated 
the  philosophy  of  man, 

I have  watched  children  starve 
from  it^  golden  towers.  But  I 
have  fed  half  the  earth, 

I was  raised  in  a grotesque 
slum.  But  I am  surfeited  by 
the  silver  spoon  of  opulence, 

I live  in  the  greatest  country 
in  the  world  in  the  greatest 
time  in  history.  But  I scorn 
the  ground  I stand  upon, 

I am  ashamed. 

But  I am  proud, 

I am  an  American, 
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kayirarl^et  in  the  snov/ 


electi'ic 

sneaker 

iCe 


wire  strunj^ 
xeet  in  snow 
cola  wina  whispers 
nucxa 


x’esponait:  "tangerines 
x'ley,  how  you  io? 

nob  * u / 
sell'  ei.. i 
c 'aon! 


rotten  oxant^es 

in  tx-usli  strewn 


11  buy'uiu 
c 'li.on!  " 


hanging  canvas 
viooden  cax’ts 


baustea  bc-xx-els  flar.'e. 


ton£\ur  licking  ice  aix* 
wind  snow 
hanging  steer  side 

butchei-  aances  wielding 

gxey  knives  oi  shiva : 


..aeon  ovui.. 

3 uoz.  Ig.  eggs 
1 .25 

ncxaa  na. aa 

x-esponait;  "pay  da  cash.iex  ! 
we ' X e goin  hoae! 
we  ' re  g.oin  hoi..e  : " 

(hov'7  ana  why  ax’e  we  here? 

peuulex’  x esponait:  "no  j.  attc.h: 

wc  ' x'e  goin  hOir.e  ! " 

cola  bi‘eatli  gog 

cheeses  hung  like  truck  tix'es 
on  v/ooaen  wall 
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sawdust  floor 


olffive  bucket 

(brother  in  rrussia,  Tostoy, 
is  this  lessurection?) 

nada  nada 

respondit  thirsting  jesu  boy: 

•'tangerines  356 

buy  tangerines  mister? 
tangerines?" 
et  un  autre  dit: 

"ay  la^y,  don  pick'um  ovah 
you  messd  urn  up!" 

cold  wind  blows 

ice 

nada 

respondit:  "c'mon,  ya  know  know  ya  love  me! 
sure  i do! 
yeh,  but  somethin! 

brown  bag 

money  changed 
trash  flames  higher 

"we're  goin  home! 
we're  goin  home" 


wind  wind 
nada 

nada 

respondit  respondit 


respondere 
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Goldy  and  tho  Three  Panthers 


Dig  this  ghetto  scene,  i-ioras  was  cooking  grits  at  the  Panther  office 
for  P ops  and  tho  Punk  Kid,  All  tho  cats  had  their  own  what“nots  and 

so-forths  according  to  their  size. 

Morns  yelled  out  that  the  grits  was  hot  and  Pops  said  to  hit  the 
streets  cause  he  knew  whore  some  stuff  was  going  down,  ilorns  said  that 
was  cool,  but  the  gig  had  to  be  short  so  tho  grits  would  be  in  good 
condition.  Moms,  thePunk  and  tho  Old  Man  breezed  off  in  their  short. 
There  was  this  Jewish  chick  named  (can  you  dig  this)  Goldy  Lox, 
Goldy  decided  to  trip  out  and  try  making  it  in  the  other  social  class. 
Goldy  hit  the  streets.  She  dug  tho  ghetto,  took  in  a few  gigs,  and  tried 
to  make  contact,  Goldy 's  footriiobiles  led  her  to  the  Panther  office, 

Goldy  freaked  out  cause  the  Punk  left  the  door  open.  Goldy  dug  the  grits 
and  tried  the  Old  Man's  --  it  was  steaming.  She  tried  Moms'  and  it  was 
in  a winter  condition.  She  dug  the  Punk's  and  greased  back.  She  dug  the 
chairs  and  busted  the  Punk 's.  She  went  up  to  the  cribs  and  got  turned 
on.  Goldy  always  had  a thing  for  young  blacks,  and  was  quite  taken  to 
the  Punk's  crib.  She  went  into  a deep  thing  and  had  erotic  dreams. 

Moms,  Pops  and  tho  Punk  played  a rerun.  The  Punk  dug  the  door.  He 
yelled  "I'll  be  Gawd-damii-n-nn,  the  'Man's'  been  here  trying  to  crash." 
Moms  yollod  "Check  my  gun!"  The  Old  Man  said  "I  don't  dig  what's  going 
down. " P ops  sat  at  the  table  and  said  "Somebody  tried  to  grease  on  rry 
grits.  " Moms  said  "somebody  tried  to  grease  on  I'liincs  too,  " The  Punk 
said  "Some  mutha  greased  back  on  iiiines  and  did  a clean  up  thing  on  rry 
plate,  " 

Tho  Old  Man  said  "Lot's  chock  for  the  'Pigs'."  The  Punk  pulled  an 
F.B.I.  and  found  the  busted  chair.  Moms  said  "iiy  gun's  upstairs,"  The 
Punk  went  first.  The  Old  Man  dug  his  crib  and  said  "Somebody's  done 
messed  iry  crib."  Moms  dug  hors  and  said  "Somebody's  done  messed  mines 
too!"  The  Punk  dug  his  and  said  "Ain't  this  a mutha  — can  you  dig  this 
honkey  laying  back  in  ny  oi*ib?"  'Hie  Old  Man  said  "This  honkoy  got  some 
heart,  man!--what  should  we  do?"  Moms  said  '"'Jhip  that  honkey 's  ass," 

The  Punk  said  "I  can  not  cope  --  hho  honkey  done  infiltrated,  greased, 
busted  and  now  got  the  heart  to  lie  up  here  like  'liiss  Ann',"  Pops 
said  "Wake  her  up  and  search  her  --  she  might  be  an  agent, " Moms  had 
depai-bed  to  get  her  gun  and  pulled  a rerun.  Meanwhile,  Pops  and  the 
Punk  were  deciding  on  how  to  get  into  Goldy 's  draws, 

Tfoms  broke  in  with  her  machine,  poked  Goldy  in  her  buns  and  took 

aim, 

Goldy  woke  up  and  said  '"^/ow,  man  this  is  really  a groove  - some 
of  my  best  friends  are  black!" 

Pops  and  the  Punk  stopped  and  d ug  Goldy  and  said  "Hey,  sorae  of 
our  best  friends  aren't  white  - starting  i-jith  you!"  Moms  took  aim 
again  and  told  Goldy  if  she  didn't  get  her  white  ass  out  of  her  sight, 
she'd  blow  her  away  from  here  to  now  on. 

Goldy  felt  unwanted  and  dug  that  it  was  her  sign  off  time,  Goldy 
dug  the  fire  escape  and  did  a disappearing  act, 

Tho  Punk  said  '"Jell  that's  cool,  cause  we're  on  tho  sixth  floor, 
and  that  escape  only  has  four  stops  on  it,  " Moms  said  "Well,  that  big 
time  slum  landlord  Mr,  Lox,  never  did  get  around  to  fixing  it, " 

Everyone  dug  a loud  thump  on  tho  cement, 

Diana  Gardner 

P i\RNASSUS  IS  CONTEMPLATING  AWARDING  A GASH  PRIZE,  UP  TO  *50.00  FOR  THE 
BEST  LITERARY  .LATERIALS  SUB-ilTTED  BY  STTJDENTS  AND  WOULD  APPRECIATE  YOUR 
OPIMJON  A^TD  CO'OPERATION  IN  WCH  DIRECTIONS  TO  GO. ANY  .lATSRIAL  OR 
suggestions  M^Y  BE  LEFT  IN  THE  ''UlILBOX  IN  THE  STTRIENT  ACTIVITIES  OFFICE. 


